TALES OF DESTINr

" One day I was seated in my home, casting up my
books of account, for I had only that morning com-
pleted the taking of taxes from the crops of the
rayats, the tenants of my lord. All of a sudden a
white-robed figure entered the doorway and threw
himself prostrate before me. When at last the face
was raised I recognized the dhobi of the village that
nestled under the hill on which was perched the
csfetle of the zemindar.

" ' O thou washer of clothes/ I asked, ' what is thv
plaint ?'                                                               J

" ' Protector of the poor/ replied my visitor, ' be-
hold my bandaged feet, beaten with rods until they
are swollen and torn/

" I looked, as requested, and saw the blood-stains
soaked through the wrappings of linen.
" ' Thou art an honest and a peaceful man, Bhag-
wan. Why this cruel punishment ? '
" ' I know not, indeed. But I have come to thee, be-
cause I have endured the wrong at the hands of thy
master/

" ' Tell me thy story/

" ' As you have said, O my protector/ began the
dhobi, assuming a sitting posture and spreading the
folds of his loose-flowing cotton* garment over his
bandaged feet, * I am an honest man. And it is for
that very reason I have suffered. Yesterday, among
the apparel I received from the home of the zemin*
dar to be made clean and white was the bodice of a
woman, and tied in one corner of this piece of rai-
ment was a ring set with bright red stones that

21